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SIX  EXCELLENT 


^  O  IV  G  s«.. 

FAREWELL. 

tmuCKEN" JENNY  DIN. 

THE  GALLANT  WEAVER 

JOHN  ANDERSdH  'iitf  76. 


^  Printed  for  the  Bpokse]ler3,-.by  • 

J/H'NAIRnI 


FAREWLL. 

A<^iep  ^a W  > 

Bel^^lliliiiistrefis  of  my  heart, 

Griere  notVltbo’  I  am  from  you,  ! 

By  cruel  fortune  doom’d  to  part. 

Tho’  I  across  the  seas  roao’a  hie. 

Pursuing  Fortune’s  slippery  ba’ ; 

Wi’  melting  heart,  and  brimfu  j  e’e,  v^; 
i’ll  think  on  thep  w'bea  far  avva,  i 

1  '■  ' ,  -;1| 

<|)fjt  hae  we  wandered  o’ er  the  lea,  '  ■ 

Ir  imhen  ^ided  [by  the  moops  pale  lig^tt  ?  j 

Oft  hfff^e  aiet  at  close  of  day, 

Wy  joy,  and  rapture  spent  the  ni^t.  ’ 

]$uf  by  those  e’en  so  clear  and  bright. 

That  bosom  white  as  drifted  snaw ; 

Strong  memory  on  my  heart  still  writes, 

.  happy  scenes  when  ferawa.  ’ 


,|L  fN  ^  ^  f  C  5  )xex 


May  pleasure  ay  your  steps  attend^ 

Throughout  1^’s  roogU  and  rugged  w^y  ; 
May  heaveu  lier*  choijoest  hlessin^a  send^ 
Contei)t  and  health  from,  day  to  day. 

Tho’  fate  should  drag  me  south  the  ^irie, 

Or  north  to  Greenh^tids  frost  and  snaw 
Your  weeV  shall  be  baith  morn  and  eeu 
The  prayer  of  him  that’s  far  awa^ 

A  last  Farewell  I  scarce  can  sigh. 

Perhaps  we  part  to  meet  no  more ; 
Farewell,  Farewell  thou  dearest  tie, , 

That  binds  me  to  my  native  shore. 

A  last  request  I  pray  you  .gi'an  t, 

When  e’er  your  thoughts  on  pleasure  fa;, 
Gr  when  your  prayers  to  heaven  are  sent, 

Remembtei^  him  that’s  far  awai 


DRUCKEN  jenny  DIN: 

The  aquavitae’s  in  my  noddle, 

Brandy  rumbles  in  my  wytnh  ; 

My  feet  they  will  not  tai^e  tHei  g^atiey 
And  it’s  0  how  will  I  win  hame.. 


c 


4’ 

I  got  five  shillings  frae  tny  friefls, 

To  buy  a  coat  to  my  auld  sdn ; 

'J'he  weary  druth  came  in  my  throat, 

And  its  o  how  will  I  win  hame. 

1  drank  the  shoon  frae  afF  my  feet, 

Likewise  my  braw  new  spotted  gown ; 

And  my  gray  plaid  y  lies  in  pawn,  ,  '• 

I  drank  them  a’  or  I  win  hame.  , 

Johnny  Din  liM  me  forgot, 

Man  or  horse  he' el  send  me  nane  j 

My  feet  they  will  riot  k«ep  the  road, 

And  it’s  o  how  will  I  win  haroe. 


Alla  water  I  man  cross, 

I’ll  be  drown’d  beneath  . the  s^eam  ; 
A  man  and  bairnies  I  hae  three. 

And  it’s  o  who  will  I  win  hame. 


% 


I  selt  the  meal  and  grots  out  o  the  house. 
My  husband  never  did  me  blame; 


But  the  mice  and  rats  got  the  blame  o  that,  t  < 

And  I  drank  them  a’  or  I  win  hame,  '  1 


5 

They  satnmoned  me  to  kirk  akd  sesdoD, 
A’  for  to  gar  m€5  think  'shaoiet  '  ’ 

A  the  weight  our  weel :  does  ken 
They  ca  me  dranken  Jenny  Din.  • 

THE  GALLANT  WEAVER^ 

'  ■?  ,  ■ 

here  Cart  rina  rowing  to  the  sea, 

By  mony  a  flow’r  and  spreading  tree^ 
There  lives  a  lad,  the  lad  for  me. 

He  is  a  gallant  weaver. 

Oh  I  had  wooers  anght  or  nine. 

They  gied  me  rings  and  ribbons  fine  i 
And  I  was  fear’d  my  heart  would  tine, ' 
And  I  gied  it  to  the  weaver. 


My  daddie  sign’d  my  toch^-b^  A  A 

To  gie  the  lad  that  haf?  the  land,  .  ,  ;  ,  ^ 

But  to  my  heart  ni,  »dd  my  hand,  ,  r  ,  .  •  1 

And  give  it  to  the  weaver.  .  ,  . . ; ;  | 
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While  bh Us  iiej<>ice  in  leafy 
Wliile  bees  delighiin  ^bp^niag  flowers  , 
While  corn  growsigjfeeajinisiwiner  sbowersy* 
I’ll  love  my  faUkntiwdaverJ- 


JOHN  ANDERSON  MY  JO.. 

John  Anderson  my  Jo,  John, 

When  we  were  first  acqueht, 

Your  locks  were  like  the  raven, 
y our  bonnie  bi'ow  was  brent  • 

But  now  your  brow  is  held,  John, 

Your  locks  are  like  the  snaw  ; 

But  blessings  on,  your  frosty  pow,, 

John  Anderson  my  jo. 


John  Anderson  myjd;  JbBrij 
We  clamb  the  hill  thegither ; 
And  mony  a  cafityi  d^,*‘Joha, 
We’ve  had  wP'^^f  ani^hW'. 

Now  we  mauntotlfei*  dbwft,' 'John, , 
But  hand  in  hand-  weir'gb  ;' 
Aud  sleep  thegither  at  the  foot, 
John  Anderson  my  jo. 


NIGfraKGALU 


Thou  sweetest. 


gftjy?. 

That  ever  tried  the  plaintlVe  sttain; 
Awake’tlly  fender^tale  ofloi^e, 

And  soothe  a  poor  forsafc^  swain. 


Tor  tho’ the  muses  dei^n  id  aid,  *  " 
And  teach  him  s^tnootny  ' to  cbmplaiii 
Yet  Delia,  charming,  ct^erilikni>  ■  ' 

V  Is  d^f  jio,|j^r  forsakenf^)»i.d^^  '  , 


AU  day,  wUh  gajudy 

In  sport  she  wap,d^r?  p’er  the  plat|i;  _ 
Their  tales  approve,  and  still  she  shuns, 
The  notes  of  Her  fdteakeu  twami'^- ■ 


AWtpn  #eHlBg  shader  dbsiimte  ^t^ 

.  And  bring  rthe"8i>Iemn%emrS 
£tegin,  sweet  thy  melody. 

And  so^be  a,pOor  forsaken  swain. 


me, 

Oh!  th^  are  no^  my  cmittj^’s  hSls^ 
Though  t^eyseem  bi^hV  laTrY  ’  " 
Thoegh  flowers  deck  their, rerdamt  sideL 

a  .  •  “t  •i'ji.'iT^t  viH  :  / 

The  heather  ,,yof?^8,nQf  t%p,  .  ^ 

Let  me  behold  the  monotain  steeps 
And  wild  deer  rpan^ijogTree,  „’■■• 

Oh!  Scotland's hilla  forme*  . .  .,  >-• 


The  rose  thrmig:h‘hir  ^deh-lknd  '  ' '  * 
May  shed  a  rich  perfume ; 

But  I  would  rathw  w&iS^Ser  ’m  <  ■:  ' 
My  coUntry’js  honny'hf'i^limf  '  '  “  "  'j’  - 

T  here  singe  the  s^pherd  on  the  hill^  < 

The  ploughman  on  the  lea, 

There  Hves  my  blyjhsome  mpunjif^^p  niai|};,> 
Oh!  Spotlan4>,bj^8,|or^.,,;,\^  ^ 


